was beyond my comprehension. Did Beghin propose to
use the alleged robbery as a pretext on which to arrest
the spy? Absurd! Where was the evidence to come from?
My two rolls of film were, no doubt, developed and
thrown away by now; and the cigarette-case and watch-
chain did not exist. There was only one sensible way of
tackling the problems. Identify the spy first, then catch
him with my camera in his possession.

My camera?

I took the last few stairs at a run and dashed for my
room. It did not take me more than a few seconds to
confirm my fears. This was my camera. The incriminat-
ing evidence had been politely returned.

I changed into my swimming trunks miserably. I could,
of course, lie to Beghin. I could say that the cameras had
been re-exchanged without my knowledge. I could plead
ignorance. I could suggest that it had been done when
my room had been searched. After all, I couldn't be ex-
pected to examine the number on the camera at hourly
intervals throughout the day. If I was careful there was
no reason why Beghin should know that for about eighteen
hours I had had neither of the cameras. That was unless
he caught the spy. Then the fat would be in the fire.
Beghin might even have to release the man again. Not
that there was the remotest chance of catching him with
stories of forced suitcases and stolen watch-chains. Still,
that was Beghin's affair. I was only a pawn in the game,
a fly caught in the cog-wheels. A sickly, sticky steam of
self-pity welled up into my mind. I stood in my shirt
and looked at myself in the mirror. Poor fool! What
skinny legs! I finished changing. As I went down the
stairs I saw Schimler follow Koche into the office and shut
the door. Schimler! I experienced an empty feeling
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